CHAPTER XXX
FAR EAST
you armed?"
"No."
"Well, come along anyway. The captain has been kidnaped
by the Russians. Wve got to get him back,"
The scene was a sleeping-car on a siding at a point which
is Mongolia, Manchuria and Siberia, where the three come to-
gether and where the Chinese Eastern Railway ends and the
Trans-Siberian begins its long crawl over the steppes and to
Europe.
Encamped three miles away on the hills were thousands of
Red Russians with armored cars, tanks and airplanes. On our
side of the line was a Chinese army or what goes for Chinese
armies in Manchuria.
A number of Americans and a few Chinese dignitaries were
occupying a private car at Manchuria Station or Manchuli as
this frontier cluster of one-story huts is called. The Americans
all were observers, including myself. Before the mid-August
darkness b^gan to steal across the scene there were at least
ten Chinese sentries pacing around the private car. When the
shades of night had well fallen there were none.
During the day the Chinese soldiers dug trenches about a
mile beyond the town in the valley. The Russians looked on
from the neighboring hills. At night the Chinese soldiers
abandoned the trenches and came into the town to sleep.
"Dig trenches all day, O.K., but stay after dark, never." That
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